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that, for they were either of them sea-borderers and drowned in the
sea, still to the sea they must belong, and be divided in habitation after
death, as they weie in their life-time. Leander, for that in a cold,
dark, testy night he had his passport to Charon, they terminated to
the unquiet cold coast of Iceland, where half the year is nothing
but murk night, and to that fish translated him which of us is termed
Ling Hero, for that she was pagled and tympanized, and sustained
two losses under one, they footballed their heads together, and pro-
tested to make the stem of her loins of all fishes the flaunting Fabian
or Palmerin of England, which is Cadwallader Herring, and, as their
meetings were but seldom, and not so oft as welcome, so but seldom
should they meet in the heel of the week at the best men's tables,
upon Fridays and Saturdays, the holy time of Lent exempted, and
then they might be at meat and meal for seven weeks togethci.1
"The	Euphues, the Arcadia', and The  Unfortunate Traveller, or the
Unfortun- hfe Of Jack Wilton (1594), are the three most notable works of
tteTra-   Yfa&V?frM\ prose fiction before Dcloney.    Dcloney was to make
jacfc '      the most substantial contribution to realism ;   failing him, Nashe
Wilton "   would have had that credit.   In everything he wrote, Nashe an-
nounced himself an anti-romantic, an anti-sentimentalist, a hard-
headed, superior person.  Exaggeration and hyperbole came natural
to one with his force of mind ;  but, except when he was undis-
guisedly fabling, the reference was always to fact, he exaggerated
to make the truth more biting.   He could spin a pieposterous yarn
with the best—as in Lenten Stuffe—but when he applied himself to
a more extended and more serious task—as in Jack Wilton—it was
the man's very nature to stick to realities.   Not that he troubled
himself about literal accuracy. His literary conscience was not over-
sensitive. What Nashe appears to have intended in The Unfortunate
Traveller was to show that real life, as men saw it or read about it
in the current narratives of travellers and historians, was as rich
in savour and as wildly exciting as the lawless inventions of the
romancers. They had told tales of heroes, lovers and adventurers
in other times and places, times and places usually remote, or of
shadowy personages of no determinable time or place at all. Nashe
came definitely down to earth by putting his story in the mouth of
a scapegrace page, and linking it to events that everyone could
give a date to, from the siege of Tournay at the beginning to the
hi. 199-200.

